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house in the Donkere Spaarne, had been involved
with the police. She gave her to understand that
the company he kept was worse than the Werendonks
probably were aware of.
Werendonk kept his head high, although people
realised that this was an effort for him. He served
them attentively, always giving good measure, and
when a customer said " Thank you," he just nodded ;
he counted out the change calmly, so that it was
easy to check it after him. In the evening his broad
figure could be seen behind the table, just as it had
always been seen. And on Saturday mornings he
went out as usual with his basket on his arm, his
cap without a speck of dust on it, his eyes always
turned up towards the sky. Certainly his shoulders
were bowed now as he walked, but everyone knew
that it had been a heavy task he had been fulfilling
without fail for the last twenty years or more. He
seemed to be invincible, as though his troubles had
no effect on him. There might have been Sundays
now and again when the younger Werendonk had
not been seen on his way to Church, but no one
could recall such a thing of the elder.
Although nothing had happened at the Weren-
donks*, the gossip about them continued. That
Frans was a simple fellow who did his work well
had been known for a long time, nevertheless people
remarked now that he must be rather too simple, to
work all his life for less than a servant; someone